As day succeeded day, Frossia learned of more and more changes
which had come over her environment. The prevailing mood was
discontent, nostalgia for the irrevocably vanished past and, above all,
weariness of flesh and mind. Cradled in the comparative comfort at the
hospital, Frossia had battled with a severe illness, and was now back in
her world and once again at work. But the changes she saw everywhere
gave her no rest. Again and again she would try and get Igor to see her
own bewilderment, but he argued that she was wrong.

This weariness has been growing for years. What is there to perplex
you? You are just tired out, Euphrosynia Pavlovna, and that is all.'

'But where will it end?' she cried, and he would not answer.

For some years the country had lived its own strictly enclosed life
among wreckage, shut off from all communication with the outer
world, but now there were letters from abroad, foreign parcels, foreign
relief units, business-men from America and Sweden and Germany in
their midst. Nostalgia frequently mingled with more or less inarticulate
gratitude. Roofs which did not leak, drains which worked, clothes
which did not fall to pieces, all and any amenities of outwardly
civilized life, seemed heaped up along the fringe of an inaccessible
horizon. They teased, they tormented imagination, and then they
vanished. And Igor merely repeated:

'They have earned the right to feel tired.' And once he quoted
Artemiy Sorokin: 'Let the corn be ground and you shall have your
flour in the end,' and Frossia, stung into anger, left him alone.

Her bewilderment grew apace with Pasha Dobrina's return. Pasha
came back some two months after Christmas, a strangely altered Pasha,
no longer either defiant or garrulous, no longer interested in kid gloves
and odd bits of loud finery. Pasha returned to the Rabfak and began her
work for the finals in May, and she avoided everyone so that all the
students grumbled and said that the foreigners had spoiled her alto-
gether. But she did not avoid Frossia. They met in a passage. Frossia
reproached her for keeping away, and asked:

'Well, what was it like?'

Pasha did not answer. She merely said in a heavy mournful voice:
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